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	1. The Johnsons part 1

**Hello Everyone. Here is the first chapter for my story Hiccup Horrendous Haddock and the philosopher's stone. This story is inspired by Optimus524's version. My version will also have a Viking feel to it and the OCs will be different. Also my version will be using titles. Enjoy :)**

Mr and Mrs Johnson, of number four private drive, were proud to say that they were perfectly normal, thank you very much. They were the last people you'd expect to be involved in anything strange or mysterious, because they just didn't hold with such nonsense. Mr Johnson was the director of a firm called the Berkians which made drills.

He was a big, beefy man with hardly any neck, although he did have a very large moustache. Mrs Johnson was thin and blonde and had nearly twice the usual amount of neck, which came in useful as she spent so much of her time craning over garden fences, spying on the neighbours. The Johnsons had a small son called Tom and in their opinion there was no finer boy anywhere.

The Johnsons had everything they wanted, but they also had a secret, and their greatest fear was that somebody would discover it. They didn't think they could bear it if anyone found out about the Haddocks. Mrs Haddock was Mrs Johnson's sister, but they hadn't met for several years; in fact Mrs Johnson pretended she didn't have a sister, because her sister and her good-for-nothing Husband were as unJohnsonish as it was possible to be.

The Johnsons shuddered to think what the neighbours would say if the Haddocks arrived in the street. The Johnsons knew that the Haddocks had a small son too, but they had never even seen him. This boy was another good reason for keeping the Haddocks away; they didn't want Tom mixing with a child like that.

When Mr and Mrs Johnson woke up on the dull, grey Tuesday our story starts, there was nothing about the cloudy sky outside to suggest that strange and mysterious things would soon be happening all over the country. Mr Johnson hummed as he picked out his most boring tie for work and Mrs Johnson gossiped away happily as she wrestled a screaming Tom into his high chair. None of them noticed a large tawny owl flutter past the window. At half past eight, Mr Johnson picked up his briefcase, pecked Mrs Johnson on the cheek and tried to kiss Tom goodbye but missed, because Tom was now having a tantrum and throwing his cereal at the wall. "Little tyke" chortled Mr Johnson as he left the house. He got into his car and backed out of number four.

It was on the corner of the street that he noticed the first sign of something peculiar- a cat reading a map. For a second, Mr Johnson didn't realize what he had seen- then he jerked his head around to look again. There was a tabby cat standing on the corner of privet drive, but there wasn't a map in sight. What could he have been thinking of? it must have been a trick of the light. Mr Johnson blinked and stared at the cat. It stared back. As Mr Johnson drove around the corner and up the road, he watched the bird in his mirror. It was now reading the sign that said _privet drive_-no ,looking at the sign; cats couldn't read maps or signs. Mr Johnson gave himself a little shake and put the Owl out of his mind. As he drove towards town he thought of nothing except large order of drills he was hoping to get that day.

Mr Johnson couldn't help noticing that there seem to be people wearing cloaks.

Mr Johnson always sat with his back to the window in his office on the ninth floor. If he hadn't, he might have found it harder to concentrate on drills that morning. He didn't see the Owls swooping past in broad daylight, though people down in the street did; they pointed and gazed open-mouthed as Owl after Owl sped overhead. Most of them had never seen a owl even at night-time. Mr Johnson however had a perfectly normal Owl free morning.


	2. The Johnsons Part 2

**Hello everyone. Sorry for the long wait here is chapter 2 and I hope that you will enjoy it. :)**

After Mr Johnson had got home from work, he saw the same Owl he met before and he tried to shoo it away but it stayed right where it was, not moving a muscle except to glare at Mr Johnson. When Mr Johnson had got into the safety of his house, he went to sit on his sofa and then decided to risk a chance by talking to his wife about the one thing she strictly forbidden to talk about: Her sister.

"ER Jan-Jane, dear-you haven't heard from your sister lately, have you?" asked Mr Johnson, nervously. As he had expected, Mrs Johnson looked shocked and angry. After all, they normally pretended she didn't have a sister.

"No" she said, sharply. "Why?"

"Funny stuff I have seen when I went to work" Mr Johnson mumbled. "Owls and lots of them but also there were a lot of funny-looking people in town today"

"SO!" snapped Mrs Johnson.

"Well, I just thought...maybe...it was something to do with...you know..._her lot_"

Mrs Johnson sipped her tea through pursed lips. Mr Johnson wondered whether he dared tell her that he had heard the name Haddock. He decided he didn't dare. Instead he said, as casually as he could.

"Their son...he'd be about Tom's age now, wouldn't he"

"I suppose" said Mrs Johnson, stiffly.

"What's his name again? Howard, isn't it?"

"Hiccup. Nasty, common name if you ask me"

"Oh yes" said Mr Johnson, his heart sinking horribly. "Yes, I quite agree"

He didn't say a another word on the subject as they went upstairs to bed. While Mrs Johnson was in a another room getting changed, Mr Johnson crept to the bedroom window and peered down into the front garden. The Owl was still there. It was staring down Privet Drive as though it was waiting for something.

Was he imagining things? could all this have something to do with the Haddocks? if it did...if word got out that they were related to a pair of...well, he didn't think he could bear it.

The Johnsons got into bed. Mrs Johnson fell asleep quickly but Mr Johnson lay awake, turning it all over in his mind. His last comforting thought before he fell asleep was that even if the Haddocks _were_ involved, there was no reason for them to come near him and Mrs Johnson. The Haddocks knew very well what he and Mrs Johnson thought about them and their kind...he couldn't see how he and Mrs Johnson could get mixed up in anything that might be going on. He yawned and turned over. It couldn't affect _them._

_How very wrong he was._


	3. The boy who lived

**Hello Everyone. Sorry for the long wait, here is chapter 3 and I hope you will enjoy it. Also I will not be following the Harry Potter books or what the characters say in this story directly sometimes but this story and it's sequels will still have the same storyline as the books.**

While the Johnsons were sleeping, a man with a long white beard and wearing a brown tunic and black trousers along with a long brown cape had appeared in the streets of Privet Drive and he seemed to have not realized that he had stepped into a place where his kind are not welcomed. The man then held out a cylinder like object and clicked it while also aiming it at the lampposts as he did until there were no lights left. The man is known to all as Snorri the calm.

Snorri then heard a cry of a cat to which he turned and saw the cat that had read the map and the Privet Drive sign but this time it was looking at him.

"I should have known you would be here, Professor Thurid the stern" said Snorri. After hearing the name, the cat then turned into a stern looking woman wearing a black tunic with breastplate armour.

"Certainly Professor Snorri" said Thurid the stern.

They then started walking while talking to each other but quietly so the Muggles don't hear them.

"How did you know it was me?" asked Thurid.

"Oh Thurid, I have never seen a cat sit so stiffly" said Snorri.

"You try and sit on a wall all day" said Thurid, annoyed.

"All day?, when you could have been celebrating with the other Vikings, I must have passed a thousand feast during my walk here" said Snorri.

"Look I know we have had little to celebrate for over ten years but we need to keep the muggles in the dark about our world" said Thurid. "Even with you-know-who gone and all".

"Oh Thurid, I would have expected someone like you to call him by his name even though you went to the same school as him" said Snorri, causing Thurid to flinch but she quickly composed herself.

"He was horrible even back then" said Thurid.

"He is the only person I have seen you flinch at" said Snorri. "I myself had never seen any reason to be frightened of him".

"Well that's because you are the only one that you-kno..oh alright , Drago Bludvist is afraid of" said Thurid.

"I am truly humbled to hear that but Drago has powers that I will never have" said Snorri.

"Only because you are too noble to use them" said Thurid.

"That maybe so" said Snorri as they kept on walking.

"Also I have heard rumours about what finally stopped him, are they true Snorri?" asked Thurid.

Snorri knew that this was the part of their conversation that she was very interested in and she wanted to hear the truth come from his own lips. Instead He bowed his head and said nothing but this was enough for Thurid to realize that the rumors she heard were true.

"No it can't be" said Thurid, shocked. "Stoick and Valka...my best friend...gone".

"I know I know" said Snorri, patting her on the shoulder. "I was hoping to make Stoick the next headmaster but I guess that time had moved on".

"That wasn't the only thing I heard about because I also heard about how 'he' tried to kill their son Hiccup" said Thurid. "But he couldn't and after all the people he has killed over the years, he couldn't kill a little boy".

"That's a question we might never know the answer to" said Snorri, before checking the time on his golden watch which he had got out of his pocket, After 5 minutes of checking the time,he then put his golden watch back in his pocket.

"Gobber's late and I suppose he's the one who told you I would be here" said Snorri.

"Yes and I would like to know why you are here of all places" said Thurid, curiously.

"I have come to bring Hiccup to his aunt and uncle, they are the only family he has left" said Snorri.

"You Can't seriously be thinking of bringing him here" said Thurid, shocked while pointing at number four privet drive. "Valka has told me all about her sister and after watching all day I believe her. Her sister's husband is the worst and don't get me started on their son, he keeps on kicking his mother all the way up the street screaming for sweets. They are the terrible kind of Muggles imaginable".

"It's the best place for him" said Snorri, firmly. "His aunt and uncle will be able to tell him when he is ready, I have written them a letter".

"A letter?" asked Thurid, shocked. "You think you will explain all of this in a letter!, they will never understand him, he will be famous. A legend. I wouldn't be surprised that today would be Hiccup Haddock day in the future. There will be books written about him and every child in our world will know his name. I would even expect them to lie about his heritage".

"Exactly" said Snorri. "It would be enough to turn any boy's head round, Famous before he can walk or Talk and famous for something he won't even remember".

"But how is the boy will be getting here?" asked Thurid.

"Gobber is bringing him" said Snorri.

"You're sure that is a good idea?" asked Thurid.

"I would trust Gobber with my life" said Snorri, determinedly.

"I didn't mean it like that but you know he can be a bi-what was that?" asked Thurid, hearing a sound of a dragon heading towards them.

They turned to find that the sound came from a Whispering Death and on it's back was Gobber holding a bundle of cloth. When the Whispering Death, landed that was when Gobber then greeted them.

"Hello Mrs Professor Thurid, Mr Professor Snorri Sir" greeted Gobber as he dismounted the Whispering death while still holding the bundle of cloth in his arms.

"any trouble Gobber?" wondered Snorri.

"No sir, Alvin and I had managed to get him out before the Muggles came along, the little tyke fell asleep as we flew over Bristol" said Gobber.

Snorri and Thurid walked over and when they bent of the bundle of cloth, they saw a baby boy with auburn hair and under the hair on the boy's forehead was a scar that was in the shape of a lighting bolt.

"Is that wher-?" asked Thurid, before being cut off by Snorri who knew the question was coming.

"Yes and he will always have that Scar for the rest of his life" said Snorri.

"Couldn't you do something about it?" asked Thurid.

"Even if I could, I wouldn't because some scars can come in useful like scars can sometimes be considered a honour" said Snorri, before turning to Gobber. "Give him here Gobber, let's get this over with".

Gobber then handed baby Hiccup over to Snorri who then turned and walked to the house with the number 4 on it and upon arrival he then laid Hiccup gently on the doorstep before also gently putting a letter to the Johnsons on Hiccup. Gobber, meanwhile, seemed to be on the verge of crying as he kept trying to wipe away the tears that were forming in his eyes.

"It's not a goodbye forever Gobber" said Snorri, turning to face him. "You will meet him again in ten years time".

"I know but little Hiccup off to live with Muggles and both Stoick and Valka are dead" sniffed Gobber.

"I feel the same way to Gobber" said Thurid, patting him on the shoulder.

Then Thurid and Gobber walked away and before he himself also walked away, Snorri turned to see Hiccup one last time.

"Good luck, Hiccup Haddock" said Snorri, before walking away and flicking his Lighter one more time but this time to send the lights back to their respective lampposts where they first came from.

Hiccup Haddock just slept quietly. Not knowing what will happen to him in the future or how many Vikings and Valkyries were rising their mead cups in his name.

"To HICCUP HADDOCK, THE BOY WHO LIVED!".


End file.
